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Me Too 


Author's Notes: 
Set in the same universe of my other John/Josh stories, where they're an unofficial couple after John left 


the RHCP and Josh took his place. 


lm not very often writing angst-type stories but this one came to me fairly easily and out of nowhere a few 


months ago. 


And of course, this is pure fiction, as usual for the characters’ interaction and relationship, but also about the 
event. Hopefully nothing of this sort ever happened to Josh. One thing is factual though, and it's about the 
Telecaster that John gave to Josh. He did actually give him one of his vintage guitars at one point. 


John was watching old sci-fi tv show reruns when his phone rang. It was a little after Il o'clock at night and he 
was cozily lounging on his couch with his cats and no intention to move. He grabbed his phone and looked at the 


caller. 


JAK 

That was how Josh was registered in his phone. John had picked that up from how Josh was tagging some of 
his keyboards and gear with his new band. He knew that Josh had been gone for a few days visiting his 
parents for Christmas. He was probably calling to say he was back 

"Hey, Josh, what's up?," John asked when he picked up. 

"Hi... John, huh... Sorry, it's late." 

"It's fine. | wasn't sleeping.” 

“kay. Good." 

There was a blank in the conversation. 


"Josh?" 


"Y-yes... |.. | hate to ask you this, | mean, | know you're not living close by and its almost midnight and it's 
raining outside but.. Can you come over? | mean, to my place." 


John frowned and sat up a little straighter. He turned off the sound of the tv. There was definitely something 
odd in Josh's tone and his request. 


"Now?" 

"Yeah" 

"Josh, are you ok?" 

'N-no. Not really. Can you come? Please” 

"OF course, but tell me what's going on" 

"|. | can't... You'll see. When you're here” 

"Fuck, Josh. You're freaking me out a little bit now. Are you fine?" 
“We'll talk when you're here” 

John sighed and decided against prying any further. 


"l'm calling a car and I'll be there as soon as | can. Alright?" 


"Thanks." 

The line went dead and John shook his head. 

What the hell was going on? Josh didn't sound drunk. It would have been funny to have Josh drunk-dialing him 
but this was not funny, unfortunately. This was strange and not Josh's style at all. The younger man sounded 
way too distressed and confused. 

Right after the phone call with Josh, John called a car. He arrived at Josh's house an hour later. 

The entrance gate was open, which was another unusual thing, especially in the middle of the night, but at this 
point, John didn't really pay too much attention to that detail. His Uber ride left him in front of the house. The 


lights were on inside. He walked up to the main door and rang the bell. 


The door opened and Josh moved aside to let John in. His friend looked pale as a ghost and his eyes were a bit 


red. He definitely didn't look fine standing there and hugging himself tightly as if he were cold 

"Hey. What's wrong, babe?," John said as he looked at him and caressed his cheek affectionately, 

"Just... Go in and look around, You'll see” 

John didnt understand but he turned his head towards the left and headed towards the living room. That's 


when he saw what was wrong and why Josh was so distraught. It took him a minute or two to take in the 
sight and realize the extent of the damages. Whoever had come in had obviously taken a lot of time to trash 
the place as best as they could It looked like a party had gone pretty much out of control in the room. All the 
chairs and seats were upside down, there were broken glasses scattered around the floor, where you could 


also see the content of most of the bookshelves and cabinets. 


John finally turned around and looked at Josh who was standing a few steps behind him, looking at the floor in 


order not to have to look at the complete mess in front of him 

"Fuck, Josh.. It's.. I'm sorry. What the hell happened? Was it a burglary?" 

Josh nodded 

"Did you call the police?" 

"Yes. | called you after they left” 

John walked a little further inside the room, taking in the extent of the trashing, 


"But... Did they just vandalize the place or they took things?" 


It was messy and everything seemed so upside down that it was hard to see whether things had been stolen 


The large television screen was still hanging on the wall, for instance. 

"They stole stuff too.. Not much, | think. The police said they've had two cases like this earlier this month in 
this area. They mainly destroy things but they also steal some things. They said | need to make a list of 
what's missing. | need to sort out the mess, | don't know what's gone, | mean... | noticed some things gone 
already. But the worse is.. They.. They took the Fender, John" 

John looked at Josh and saw his eyes tearing up. 

"Which one?," John asked although he feared he knew, seeing Josh's face. 

Josh rubbed his hand over his face to wipe his tears away and swallowed back a sob. 

".. The Tele. The one you gave me." 

The cracks in Josh's voice broke John's heart. 

"Come here." 


John took this friend in his arms. 


"They broke stuff and they broke a couple of guitars and keyboards but they didn't steal any other 
instruments, just that one.. Fuck! Why did they take it? Why that onel?" 


"Shh... Calm down, Josh..." 
John's embrace grew tighter. 
"I don't want to stay here.. | wanna move." 


"Sure, whatever you want.. For now.. You can come to my place if you don't want to stay here. Take a few 


things and we'll go to my house. You need to sleep.” 


Josh went upstairs and John followed him. It was the same war-zone look and disaster on the upper floor but 


Josh still managed to find a few things and two clean t-shirts and put them in a backpack 
"You wanna drive or | get a car?," John asked as they stepped out of Josh's house. 
"No, I'll drive. That'll keep me busy." 


About an hour later, they were back at John's place. Josh went straight upstairs to go take a shower. John 


was already in bed when he got out of the bathroom. 
"Did you call Anthony and the others?" John asked. 


"No, not yet. | was just back from the airport, | landed this evening. | called the police and afterwards, | called 


you." 

"You'll call them tomorrow." 

"What does it change?" 

"They'll want to know something happened. They're your friends." 

"| had recordings in the studio too. Shit, you haven't seen the studio, what they did, it's.. Why do people do 
things like that!? | mean, stealing, ok, | get it, somehow. But.. Why did they destroy everything and..? Who does 
things like that?" 


"| don't know... Try to relax now. Come to bed and try to sleep," John said as he turned off the lights. 


Josh dried his hair a little more with a towel and then removed the other one he had around his hips before 
climbing into bed and pulling the sheets over him. 


"ll help you clean up, don't worry. | won't let you do it alone." 

"You don't have to." 

"| know, but | want To." 

Josh let out a loud sigh. He was lying on his back and staring at the ceiling. He had no idea how he was 
supposed to fall asleep while his mind couldn't stop flashing images of the chaos that the burglars had left 
behind in his house. 

Both men had been lying in bed for several minutes in complete silence. John wasn't sleeping yet either. 
Josh turned on his side to face John and moved closer. One of his hands reached for John's hip. 

"John..." 


"Yeah?" 


Josh's hand caressed John's hip and waist with a bit more insistence before sliding towards his abdomen and 


further down but John grabbed Josh's wrist before his hand could reach its intended destination. 


"No... Not tonight" 

Josh was a bit surprised by John's reaction 

"Why not? A good fuck would maybe make me forget," Josh said a litle bitterly. 
"No, it wouldn't. That's not what you need." 

"And what do | need then?" 

John pushed Josh on his back and rolled over him. 


"I think you need my mouth more than my cock right now," John said before sealing his reply with a long and 


slow kiss. 

Although he was still upset from everything that had happened and now John also not giving in to what he 
wanted, Josh kissed back instinctively and as John deepened the kiss, Josh finally began to let go of his anger 
and unwind but he quickly felt submerged by his emotions as he thought about what he had just lost. 


"| loved that guitar, John," Josh whispered against John's mouth. 


"I know... Babe, I'll find you another one," John told him before giving him another kiss and letting Josh kiss him 


back again with all the desperation and frustration he was feeling. 

Josh broke the kiss and sniffed. 

"But it won't be the same." 

John knew Josh was right but he shut him up with his mouth once again before he reassured him. 


"Don't be sad. | hate to see you like this. | know it won't be the same but I'll find you another special guitar, or 


Ill give you another one of mine.. Anything for you." 


John's lips brushed against Josh's, not kissing him this time. He threaded his fingers in Josh's damp hair, 
brushing them back out of his face. 


"Anything... Always..." John whispered. 
Josh tried to decipher John's look as he said those words. As far as Josh was concerned, John might as well 
have said / love you if he had to interpret the intensity and warmth he could see in John's eyes despite the 


darkness. And if that was what John had actually meant, then there was only one reply he could think of. 


"Me too," Josh breathed out. 


John smiled and traced Josh's lips with his index finger. 


"Sleep tight now." 


